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Promotional spots on commercial 
radio in Melbourne had been pumping 
up these shows by “the hottest rock 
band in the world", even though the 
shows had been sold out for weeks in 
advance. On the night, a styled-up and 
anticipatory crowd are on hand to see 
the music biz’s latest great white 
hope descend with star-making 
panache. To have their worlds rocked 
by the hottest rock band in the world. 
What they get, instead, is the Vines. 
What they get is a totally lacklustre 


performance, a patchy show from a 
band clearly still in their musical 
infancy. What's worse is the Vines 
aren't what we've been told they are - 
far from the hottest rock band in the 
world, they aren't even that much of 
a rock band. People came here 
expecting an Australian version of the 
Strokes: while the haircuts fit, the rest 
doesn't. The Strokes make like it’s 
1979 with sweet push-beat pop music; 
the Vines make like it’s 1995 and 
they've just signed to Murmur. 

Seeing them, it’s hard to get over 
the feeling you've been lied to. 


Music-biz hype is all part of the game, 
but you also expect bands to be 
hyped for what they are, not what 
they're not. Sure, when they invariably 
unleash those two two-minute pop 
singles, they could pass for someone's 
idea of rock saviours; the rest of the 
time they stick to terrible ballads, and 
get stuck in a rut. 

There's a song where Craig Nicholls 
slings his guitar behind his back, 
grabs the microphone with two hands, 
and makes like Rob Thomas. By the 
time the song reaches the bridge, he 
turns his back to the audience, faces 
his amp and lets loose with a guitar 
solo straight out of a big-haired 
heavy-metal power ballad. 

They play another number that 
sounds frighteningly like Guns 'N 
Roses’ “Patience”. 


In the end, you feel sorry for the 
Vines. It's not really their fault this 
buzz has been created. It’s not their 
fault that they've been made out to 
be something they're not. It’s not 
their fault that the public have been 
swindled. Onstage, it’s like they're 
dressed in the Emperor's new clothes: 
with nowhere to hide, in front of an 
increasingly indifferent audience, 
they're naked. Despite the haircuts, it 
ain't a pretty sight. 

- ANTHONY CAREW 


